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was bad enough for them to see one part of the truth stalking the
streets.
That evening I went to the old man and his wife to hear the news.
Apparently I was late because the news was over. Ft was difficult to
get accustomed to German time, which the conqueror, disregarding
all laws of nature, had imposed on Paris. The nine o'clock curfew
started in broad daylight. The old man was sleeping, and she told
me Reynaud had gone and Petain had taken over. She was delighted
about it and pointed at her sleeping husband and proudly said,
"The marechal is the same age as my husband. Just think of it.*1 The
old man was sleeping with his mouth open. Saliva was dripping down
his parchment-covered chin, his closed eyes were wet, and cloMnl
and second childhood were the labels of his dumping haul. Poor
France, was all f could think. Nevertheless I Via in \v,is the victor of
Verdun, he came from the Pas do Calais, he would never accept
infamous conditions. Once more I was thinking the thought of most
Frenchmen.
And now comes the general. The general came to the ttnttc
on the crest of the German victory wave, which was taking on
tremendous proportions with wine, women and son^.
It was morning, the weather was si ill fine and Dodo and I went
to Joe's. A German military car stood outside. The chiUilleur wore
S.S, uniform. Inside, two Germans were sitting. One in uniform,
the other in mufti. They'd a bottle of Mirabelle on the table. The
officer's face was flushed. I walked to the bar and Joe made me a
sign with his eye, which I failed to understand. Then I heard the
officer say in a loud German voice, "We'll tnko him along.** That
sounded Greek to me. Take whom along and where to? I sat on
the bar-stool with my back to them. After a little while the officer
belched and repeated that this one would be taken along. The
civilian said that first we must see. The officer belched again, and
then spoke in a loud voice: "Iley, you I You Intelligence Service,
what?"
It was rotten English and there was no doubt he was speaking to
me. Whereupon I made a mistake. I answered in German. "You
can speak to me in German/* I said. "Ha," he said, "I expected you'd
speak German. You all speak German." They both got up and came
to me. The civilian was on my right and from the left the general
poked his face close to mine. It was a brutal, reddish face. A face
you fear at sight. A face that's capable of anything. By anything
I mean nothing good.
"Intelligence Service," the face said.  It was hardly an inch away.